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OEAN   AX    T-SKANN  FIILEASGAICH. 

"  San  thug  an  sogUal  car  asam." — D.  Ban. 

Tlia  'n  fortan  tur  a'  trei;;sina 
Nan  dAOÌne  Rlice,  gleusda, 
Is  mothii  tuigs'  i?  leirsinn 

'S  is  geire  na  càch  ; 
Se  'n  drenm  a  bhios  gun  fhòghlum 
A  mheudaicheas  un  stòras — 
Se  gaf'eain  mliosach,  spòrsail 

Gho  morachd  a  glinath; 
Gur  tric  a  ehi  mi  posda 
Bean  mhalda,  bhanail,  bhoideach 
l\i  duine  ruamach,  gronrach, 

Gun  fhogblum  gun  snag, 
'S  gur  tric  a  bhios  gun  cheile 
Fear  meashair,  dreachmhor,  beusach, 
lìhios  uifeachda,  gleusda, 

Gun  eucail  bhi  ann. 

Gur  neonach  leam  an  saoghal, 
'S  ann  tha  mi  fein  a'  saoilsinn 
Gun  toir  e'n  car  so  daonnan 

A'  daoine  bhios  geur ; 
Cha  'nl  a  niliisg  no  ghoraich 
No  idir  gainne  foglum 
A  chulr  mi  so  a  chomhnuidh 

Gun  storas  gun  spreidh  ; 
God  tha  mi  'ni?  a'  m'  aonar 
Gnn  neach  a  thig  a  m'  fheoraich 
Am  botban  iosal,  ceaar 

Gun  solas  fo  n  ghrein, 
Bha  mise  maiseach  uaibhreach, 
Ro'  mheasail  am  me<isg  uaislean ; 
San  tha  mi  'nis  cho  suarach 

Ri  bualohaille  spreidh. 

'N  uair  bha  mi  ann  am  thuath  'nach 
An  Lagganban  nan  cluanag 
Cha  robh  iad  ormsa  suaracli 

Na  gruagaichean  gu  leir; 
S'  an  am  sin  bha  mi  guanach — 
O  b'  annamh  snas  mo  ghruaige 
Bu  mheachair  dearg  mo  ghrualdhean— 

'S  luaithead  mo  cheum ; 
O  "s  ioma  te  le  'm  b"  annsa  . 

Bhi  posda  rium  "s  an  am  sin 
Mu  'n  d'  rinn  an  oige  m'  fhagail 

'S  mu  'n  d"  fhailuich  mo  dUeud ; 
Ach  'nis  a  ta  mi  aosda 
'S  mo  phearsa  ghlan  air  aomadh ; 
'6  cha  toir  na  h-iona  gaol  domh 

Ib  gaoii  ann  am  chleith. 

DoNULL  MacCallum. 
Ihe  CoUege,  Glasgow. 


L    O    V    E. 

(TKANSLATtU  1  KLiJl  A.VACKLON.) 

I.\  tlie  houre  of  nii<liilglii  drcary, 

■NVhen  the  Driver  turns  the  Bear, 

And  tlip  tribf.-i  of  mankind  weary 

tjleep  60  souudly,  frecd  from  carc, — 

At  niy  door  tbon  Cupid  ^tauding, 

Knockfd  tlio  bar.-i  Mth  all  Iiis  might ; 

"  'VVho,"  I  askcd,  "  i,-;  uow  di.sbanding 

All  iny  drcanii  thus  latc  at  night." 

"  Open,  friend,"  was  his  reply, 

"Let  your  heart  bo  uot  afraid, 

"  Quite'a  little  child  am  I ; 

"  Wet,  this  moonk'ss  night  I  b^trayed." 

Cupid,  by  the  talc  rccitcd, 

Madc  nic  to  lii,^  .irt  cxposed; 

Quickly  thcn  thc  laui])  1  li.iclitcd, 

Aud  thc  duorfor  him  uuclosed. 

T  beliold  him  in  tlie  portal 

Quitc  a  child  a.-  he  Iiad  told, 

■\Vith  his  wings  yet  seemed  immortal, 
AVith  his  quiver  dipped  in  gold. 

By  the  flre  he  seemed  so  plcasing, 

AVIiiIe,  iudeed,  witli  tender  care, 

AIl  the  watcr  1  wa-s  sciueezing 

From  his  locks  so  soft  aud  fair. 

"WTien  thc  heat  thc  cold  di,-anned, 

"Conie,"  (juoth  hc,  "kt  u,-  niakc  surc 

lu  how  much  niy  bow  u  liarmcd, 

ior  suspense  I  cant  endure.  ' 

Ximbly  theu  the  bow  he  bcndcth, 

And  the  ,-haft  that  hurteth  badly 

Straight  into  my  hcart  hc  scndeth, 

Leaping  up  and  laughing  gladly. 

"Xow.  rejoice,"  he  cried,  o'erjoyed, 

"  For  the  bow,  I  do  perceivc, 
By  tlic  rain  is  not  destroyed; 

lu  (by  hcart  yet  thou  shalt  grievo.  ' 

DOMHNULL  3LVC  CaLLVM. 

L'uiverfily,  Olasgow,  Ist  March,  l87o. 


ODES    OF    HORACE    IV.,   7. 

TO    TOR<!UATUS. 

The  snows  have  melted  quite  awa)' ; 
The  fiolds  are  decked  with  flowrots  gay, 

And  leaves  on  brauclies  quivcr: 
Her  circling  changes  sarth  repeats, 
Within  its  narrow  bcd  retreats 

The  softly  murm'ring  river : 

The  Grace  unrobed  and  sisters  twalu 
With  merry  Nymphs  wido  o'er  tho  ph«in 

Now  tread  tlieir  lightsome  measureg. 
The  hour  that  steals  the  happy  day— 
The  fleoting  seasons  seem  to  say 

"There  are  no  cndlcss  pleasures." 

Tn  KpHng  the  zephyrs  softly  blow  : 
Thcn  comos  the  summer's  buruiug  glow 

That  sure  to  die  roniainetli 
Till  liivish  aiitumn  round  us  pours 
HÌR  mcllow  fruits  in  bount'ous  stores; 

Then  sluggìsh  wintor  reigneth. 

"^'et  all  thc  losses  nature  bears 
Thc  swift  revolving  moon  ropairs  : 

]Jut  in  tlie  regions  dreary 
Where  Venug'  son  deserviug  well— 
Where  Tullus  rich  and  Ancus  dwell 

IlKre  dust  and  shade  shall  we  be. 

Who  knows  the  will  of  heaveu's  powers  ? 
To-morrow,  time  may  not  be  ours, 

The  present  quickly  fadeth. 
What'er  of  gold  the  time  you  live 
To  solf  delight  you  wisely  give 

The  greedy  lieir  evadeth. 

W^hen  once  in  death  you  lie  so  low, 
And  Jlinos  judge  in  realms  of  woe 

IIiis  passed  his  sentence  o'er  you  ; 
Not  noble  birth,  Torquatus  dear, 
Not  eloquence  nor  pious  fear 

Shall  e'er  to  live  restore  you. 

Nor  from  the  realms  of  shadows  black 
Can  fair  Diaua  now  bring  back 

Hippolytus  ill-faring : 
Unhappy  Thesus  canuot  rend 
The  cruel  chains  that  bind  his  friend 

Pirithiius  too  daring. 

DONALD   MACCALLUM. 

The  College,  Glasgow. 


GLENORIE. 

[A  GLEN  NEAR  BARBRECK  H0U8E,  CKIAGMbH.] 

Of  all  thc  land  thou  art  the  pride ; 
The  winding  Btreamleta  sweetly  glide 

AdowTi  thy  mountaina  hoary, 
No  other  glen  beneath  tbe  ?ky 
For  lovely  groves  with  thee  can  vie 

My  charming  dear  Glenorie. 

How  faìr  tbou  art  when  virgin  May 
Bedecks  the  nieads  with  tìowretg  gay; 

AVhen  bref zps  soft  are  blowing 
'Mong  tpnder  buds  that  quickly  fade 
And  towering  trees  that  friendly  shade 

Thy  river  slowly  flowing, 

When  o'er  the  hills  Aurora  bright 
Advancing  shoots  her  beaming  light 

'J'he  woods  and  dales  adorning, 
The  moorcock  crows  on  heatlier  braes 
Tlie  warbling  laverock  tunes  her  lays 

To  greet  the  early  morning, 

How  dear  it  is  on  sunny  days 

To  watch  the  lambkins  o'er  thy  braes 

In  idle  sporta  contending; 
To  list  when  birda  on  every  spray 
In  one  raelodious  thrilling  lay 

Tbeir  sweetest  notes  are  blending, 

How  eweet  to  rest  at  evcning  hours 
Within  the  fragrant  wildwood  bowera 
That  grow  around  thy  fountain; 
To  see  the  glowing  sun  decline 
Among  tbe  clouds  that  golden  shine 

Beyond  the  distant  mountain. 

To  hear  the  roaring  waterfalls 
That  dash  adown  the  sbelviug  walls 

And  send  the  circles  waving 
Across  the  lake  so  calm  and  fair 
Where  ducklngs  wauton  free  from  care 

Among  the  reeds  are  laving; 

When  Phccbus  deigns  the  day  to  close 
And  Luna  chaste  her  mantle  throws 

Of  silv'ry  brightneps  o'er  us; 
The  nightingale  then  sweetly  sings 
Keposing  on  her  little  wings, 

And  lapwing  screams  her  chorus, 

DO.MHNULL  MACCALLUM, 

Dniversity,  Glaegow.  I2th  Feb.  1876. 


MORT  GHLINN-CHOMHAN. 

Soraiflh  leiit  O  Ghlpanu  mo  Kliràidh 
Tlia  ridht'  an  diugh  ;l'  d'  leinc  bhai;^ ; 
As  do  dhpÌRh  gu  br.ith,  ;;u  brath, 

<;ha  bhi  'm  bard  acii  deuracli,  brOuacli. 
Tha  do  f,'haisgicli  uaibhrrach,  staitril 
Measp  na  mhortadh  air  an  riircainh  ; 
'S  tlia  do  thighean  nis  'nau  laraioh 

Far  an  d'  araichadh  uar  n-oig'  siun. 

Anue  an  fhcasgar  bha  sinn  aobhach, 
Gabhail  òran,  sliunutaoh,  aotrani ; 
Och!  nio  dliuibhail  1  '.^  beac;  a  shaoil  sinn 

Bhi  cho  sgaoilteach  fo  ain  èiridh  : 
(iuni  biodh  cuid  'nar  leabaidh  li'òintr  ; 
Cuid  '.^  ua  euidhoaii  sncachda  reòidhto ; 
'S  anns  a"  cIioiU  gu  "ni  biodh  an  corr  dhinu 

Caoidh  lo  deoir  an  dream  n  dh'  eug  dhinn. 

Dliui.-;r  an  raoir  an  ^jc.iran  frour  nii ; 
Las  jni  'u  lochrau  air  dhomh  ('iridh, 
'S  chuniiaic  mi  nio  mhac  "ua  sliU'itrich, 

riiuil  ga  thrèigsinn  's  c  gun  deò  anu. 
Ocli !  n.ich  inis'  a  tliuit  a  cheud  fliearr, 
('hiim  's  nacli  fhaicear  leanis.i  m'  eiidail, 
Auns  an  lc.aljaidh  lecinte,  reubte 

Lcis  na  bèisdcan  bha  gun  trocair. 

'\u.iir  a  dh'  èirich  lasradh  gruamach, 
.Soilli'ir,  dealrach,  diau  m  'u  cuairt  dinn, 
Siuiic  fhuair  an  sealladh  fuath'sach, 

(.  ha  chuir  diian  do  bhard  an  cèill  p. 
(jillean  ug  gun  anail  chitear, 
Leanaban  maoth'  o  'm  raath'ir  gau  spionadh, 
'S  ballachain  bfaeag'  guu  stadh  ri  criosgail, 

"  Co  bheir  dion  duinn,  c'  ait  an  toid  siuu." 


Gu  bhi  t^abhailt  clia  robli  doigh  air, 

Oir  b'  i  'n  oidhch'  bha  fiadliaich  dobhaidh 

Anns  am  facar  fiiit  Chlanu  Douuill 

Air  a  dortadli  's  iad  frun  ciridli. 
Ach  mur  biodh  ar  u-oÌKridh  suaiueach 
Nnair  a  bhuailt'  an  stailinn  chruaidU  orr', 
Cha  robh  'n  fhuil  air  lar  ffun  truailleadh, 

'S  cha  robh  buaidh  aig  luchd  na  h-cucoir. 

Ach  'bhi  iiioirte  's  fru  'm  b'  fhoar  loani 
Na  gu  'n  doirtinn  fein  le  m'  lamliaibh 
Fuil  an  droam  bliiodh  ruim  cho  baipheil, 

"S  iad  gun  sgath  ru  fiuainoach,  samhach. 
Kiamli  cha  'n  fliacas  droam  cho  aeolta, 
Dream  cho  fuiltoacU  air  blioaij  tiocair 
l{is  na  daoin'  a  ^lmidh  aig  bord  loinn 

'S  a  ghabh  comhnuidh  loinn  mar  chairdean. 

'S  iomadh  nighnoag  fhoinnedh,  blioidheach 
Dh'  fhagar  leo  gun  aito  comhnuidli, 
Anus  .-in  fliasaich  fhuair  gun  s^ola?, 

Gun  noach  beo  anu  ghabhas  truas  dhi. 
'S  iomadli  matli'ir  tha  'n  diugli  fo  loiroadh, 
Caoidli  gun  fliois  a  mic  's  a  cèilo  ; 
'S  iadsan  reoidhtc  'm  fuil  a  choilc, 

Sueachd  ag  eiridh  ard  mu  'n  cuairt  orr'. 

'S  bochd  da-rireadh  mar  n  dli'  oirich  ; 
Do  chuid  ghaisgoacli  air  an  reubadli ; 
Aig  do  naimhdoan  do  chuid  spreidlic; 

'S  iad  'nan  sltiitricli  do  chuid  chomhnuidh. 
Soraidh  loat  O  Gloann  luo  glir.iidh 
TJia  ridhto  'n  diugh  a  d'  loino  bhai? ; 
As  do  dliòigh  gu  brath,  gu  brath, 

Cha  bhi  'm  bard  ach  nourach,  brouach. 

Domhm:i,l  HIac  Callum. 
QnlTertity,  Glasgow,  I2th  Jan.,  187.3. 


rRINCE  CHARLES'  EAKEWELl,  TO  SCOTLAND. 

Soraidh  slan  le  m'  chairdibh  gradhach ; 

Feumaidh  mise  'nis  ur  fagail, 

'S  bithidh  iiii  chaoidh  gun  chuid,  gun  aite 

Gus  ;m  carai  iiii  fo'n  talamh : 
O  !  gur  mis'  an  duigh  tha  tursach, 
Bronach,  dcurach,  briste,  bruite  ; 
Sud  am  bat'  bheir  mi  o  m'  dhuthaich 

Tighinn  d'ar  n-ionnsuidh  nios  gu  cala. 

Eis  cha'n  fhaic  mi  tir  na'u  Gaidheil, 

Far  au  tric  ua  beanntan  arda 

Le'n  cuid  alltaibh  mireach,  gaireach 

Kuith  gun  tamh  tro'  fhraoch  s  tro'  chreagibh ; 
C'ait'  am  faic  mi  cnuic  cho  boidheach, 
UiUt  cho  lubach,  coilt'  cho  oirdhearc, 
Far  an  cluinnt'  gu  fonnar,  ceolmhor 

Guth  uan  smeorach  bheag  san  fheasgar. 

Chaoidh  cha  chluinn  mi  fuaim  na  Gaelic 
Blasda,  suairce,  cridheil,  baigheil 
Tighiiin  gu'm  chluais  o  bhilibh  chairdean 

'S  iad  ga'm  fhailteacliadli  mar  Phrionnsa: 
'S  O :  cha  cliluinn  mi  ceol  na  pioba, 
Leam  ra  oisdaclid  b'ait  darireadh  ; 
Ceol  na  clarsaich  no  ceol  fiodhle 

Cha  tog  m-inntinn  dhuthach  th"urtìach. 

Fhionn'  ghal  ghaolich  soraidli  slan  leat ; 
Thug  tlm  mi  om'  uaimhdibh  sabhailt' 
S'  dli'fhag  tliu  mi  fo  phian  le  gradli  dhuit 

O  nacb  sta  dliomh  fuireachd  co-ruit : 
O  !  mo  uienag  's  tu  bha  blath  rium, 
Aoibheil,  laodliucli,  coimhueil,  cairdeil;  ' 

Dhomsa  liitliidh  do  chuimline  gradhach  I 

Auns  gach  ait'  an  gabh  mi  comhnuidh. 

Nuair  a  bhios  mi  fad'  air  asdar, 
'S  tric  a  chi  mi  ann  am  aisling 
T-iomliaigh  chiadach,  chiuin,  ro  mhaiefach 

M-aiguo  dh  "fhag  mar  osaig  luaineach  ; 
'S  goirt  a  rinn  mo  chridhe  leouadh 
Bhi  toirt  cul  rim'  chailiu  bhoidheach, 
Flur  gun  mheang  a  frtumh  chloinn  DomhnuiII  i 

Dh'fhas  mar  noineau  geal  nam  bruachan. 

'S  O  :  gu  brath  cha'n  fhaic  mi  tuilidh 
Comunn  cruadalach  uan  curaidh 
Maith  gu  direadh  aird'  a  mhonaidh, 
Chleach  bhi  ullamh,  oirdeil,  guanach  ; 


Ki  1  gum  b'  tibhiun  lc^am  air  faicli« 
Na  fìr  lughmhor,  chalma,  gli;wda 
Da'n  tig  fcileadli  plcata,  ballach, 
Boiueid  ard  is  breacan  guaillc. 

'S  mor  a  dh'  fhulaing  clann  n'  an  Gaidheil 
La  Chul  Fhodair  air  mo  sgath-sa ; 
Le  fuil  chraobhach  na  'm  fear  aluinn 

Deuig  mar  scarlaid  bha  na  lointean : 
'S  truath  nach  dhfhuaradli  mis'  am  sbineadh 
Fuar,  gun  deo  lo  m'  ghaisgich  riomhach, 
Sheas  mo  chuis  gu  duineil,  dilea,«, 

,'S  chaoidh  nach  striochda  fad  's  bu  bheolad. 

Kiamh  cha  deachaidh  mach  fo  eideadh 
Arm  co  cliuiteach  na  co  treun  riu, 
Ged  a  dh'  fhagta  mort'  le  cheil'  iad 

Leis  na  dheirich  le  Righ  Deorsa ; 
'S'mor  an  duibhail  leam  na  laoich 
Bheachdeil,  dhana,  uasal,  ghaolach 
Bhi  nan  sleitrlch  air  ua  raontaibh 

'8  am  fuil  phroseil,  ghlau  bhi  deorta.' 

Ciamar,  ciamar,  O  !  mo  chruadail, 
Thuit  air  lar  ua  fleasgaich  uaibhreach, 
Blath  ri  cheil'  's  ri  naimhdaibh  gruamach, 

Clileachd  bhi  buadhmhor  anns  na  blaraibh  : 
Feudaidh  Sasunn  'nis  bhi  sporsail 
'S  taiug  ro  mhor  thoirt  mar  a  dhortaichte, 
Buaidlì  bhi  aca  air  na  leoghnaibh 

'S  fathast  Deors'  an  Righ  bhi  sabhailt. 

Och !  si  Alb'  an  diugh  tha  deurach, 
Caoidh  nan  gilean  oga,  treuna 
Dh'fhagar  leagte,  bruite,  reubte 

Air  na  sleibhtibh  fuar,  gun  anail ; 
Le  guth  tiamhaidh,  bhios  trom,  tursach 
Seinear  marbhrannan  nam  iuran 
Riamh'ri  naimhdibh  nach  tug  calthaobh 

'S  chaidh  fo'n  iur  le'm  feileadhaibh  tartaìn. 

Och  nan  ochan !  's  mis'  tha  bronach, 
Fad'  om'  dhuthaich  's  mi  ga'm  fhogradh ; 
Chaoidh  cha'n  fhaigh  mi  tuilidli  solag 

Fad  is  beo  mi  fein  air  thalamh : 
Soraidh  slan  le  m'  chairdibh  gradhach ; 
Dhol  a  uun  thar  chuamtibh  saile 
Feumaidh  mise  'nis  'ur  fagail 

Fon  tha  'm  bata  deas  gu  taruiug. 
Craignish.  Donald  MAcCALLtM. 


Wki.come,  wplcome,  glad  »w  Year! 
O  wli.it  joy  tliat  tliou  art  near! 
On  tliy  birthd:iy  I  shall  Reo 
All  the  friends  most  dcar  to  mo. 
'  Far  away  from  bank?  of  Clyde, 
In  the  HÌRhl.inds  then  I'll  bo  ; 
Where  thn  Ftrc.imlets  wand'rinfj  gUd? 
Down  thelr  channels  pure  aud  free. 
Land  of  mountains  high  aud  proud, 
Wrapt  in  Winter's  i-potless  shroud, 
Underncnth  tho  Fun-llt  sky 
O  what  placc  with  thee  can  vle  ? 
Blooming  all  the  seasons  round — 
Kut  rcfrefhed  by  north-winds  kecn; 
Smiling  daisies  ayo  are  found 
On  thy  pastures  fair  and  green. 

Pnre  and  chaste  thy  daughters  be, 
Graccful  In  thcir  modesty — 
iSoft  as  flowers  in  early  May, 
Where  are  maìds  so  sweet  aa  they  ? 
Wclcomc,  welcome,  glad  Xew  Yonr! 
ITow  I  long  at  bome  to  be, 
'^long  the  hills  of  pcace  and  checr, 
Wlth  the  fricnds  most  dear  to  me. 

.  o.L    ...  D.  M.C. 


ODES  OF  HORACE,   II.,  3. 

TO  DELLIUS. 

WiiEN  atlvorsp  tliings  bosRt  you  round, 

Lpt  not  your  lie.irt  bo  drooping  found, 

And  wìipu  in  wpalth  you  sh.ill  abound 

Krfrain  from  cndless  revplry  ; 

For  Doath,  iny  DpIUus,  noue  will  spare— 
Not  him  that  piuea  with  wa^ting  care — 
Not  him  at  ease  on  flow'rets  fair, 
Tliat  much  enjoys  his  jollity. 

AVhy  do  the  pine  and  poplar  white 

In  shady  bowers  their  arms  unite  ? 

Why  do  the  streamlet  ripple  bright 

Adown  the  steop  dcclivity  ? 

Brin^  winps  and  perf  umes  to  that  glade, 
And  brinR  the  blossoms  soon  to  fade, 
Before  your  youth  and  life  bo  staid 
By  cruel  Fate's  dark  agency. 

Tour  homc  and  groves  you  soon  must  leare — 
For  Tiber's  Villa  you  will  grieve — 
Your  thankless  lieir  will  soou  receive 
The  wealth  you  piled  so  miscrly. 

Tho'  sprung  from  Kings  of  .incient  sway— 
Or  poor,  and  sprun^  from  meanest  clay — 
It  niatters  not,  you're  still  the  prey 
Of  him  who  knows  no  clemency ; 

For  to  one  goal  we  all  must  go,  -< 

And  soon  or  late  to  all  below  ^^ 

The  fat.il  boat  our  lot  will  sliew 
Th.nt  exiles  all  eternally. 

Dnald  MacCalll.m. 
The  College,  Glasgow. 


